such a tragedy. Mistinguett of the priceless legs, insured
for a fabulous sum, and Josephine Baker, with her sinuous
beautiful body, were great attractions on the Garoupe
beach in those days. To my amazement, by the by, I
saw the former calmly entering the water at Garoupe only
a short time ago and looking as though the march of the
years and the thunderous roar of disaster with which the
world is shaking had left her entirely unappalled. As for
the latter, I have only seen her once since, and that was on a
somewhat curious occasion. It was her first night at the
Cafe de Paris in London and for some reason or other
there was a section of the Anglo-American audience which
received her with disfavour. It was, I heard afterwards,
simply a prejudiced attempt to revive the old question of
colour. There were distinct signs of disapproval amongst
the audience which one or two of us tried to drown by
more vigorous applause. Afterwards Nelson Keys, who
always delighted in some good-natured action of this sort,
came over to my table with a written protest and a com-
plimentary little message to Josephine Baker which he
asked me, as one of the audience, to sign. I did so with
the greatest pleasure, and the young lady concluded a very
interesting performance without any further disturbance.
A trifling episode this, but it has lingered in my memory
more for the sake of little Nelson Keys, whom we all
loved, than for the young lady he was befriending.
Admiral Jellicoe paid me the honour of a brief visit
during one of those days of our sojourn on the yacht and
paid me also the compliment of remembering how a year
or two previously I had scored off his golf partner at Mont
Agel. The Navy had been playing the residents and in
the foursomes Jeflicoe was partnered by Yarworth Jones,
who was very much in evidence at Monte Carlo in those
days. At the subsequent dinner, presided over in his
usual delightful fashion by Walter de Frece, Yarworth
Jones in alluding to his partner's golf (they had lost their
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